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moonlight. Neither did he try to get you down a small,
dark path in the forest. Oh, no, nothing of that is true,
is it? But did you really fancy I was going to allow
myself to be locked into my room like a naughty child?
Not such an ass. I know what I know."

He looked her squarely and pertly in the face, and this
saucy expression cowed her for a moment. It was
dreadful to see hatred gleaming from the eyes of her only
child. Then her anger broke loose.

"Enough! Write what I tell you, immediately--
otherwise ..."

"Otherwise what?" he demanded peremptorily.

"Otherwise Fll beat you as if you were in very fact
a little child.35

Edgar stepped close up to his mother a jeering and
challenging laugh issuing from his mouth.

Her hand was already raised and came down in a
resounding smack upon his head. He uttered a yell of
rage and surprise. Then, like a drowning man whose
ears are buzzing, whose hands vainly strive to find some
flotsam whereon to cling, he struck out blindly. Some-
thing soft and yielding countered his fists. Again he
struck, this time upwards towards a blanched face.
A cry . . .

The scream of pain brought him to his senses. What
had he done? Something terrible, something unforgiv-
able. He had struck his mother. Frightened, ashamed,
disgusted, he wished the floor would open and swallow
him up. He must get away from those horrified eyes.
Away . . . away. Edgar stumbled towards the door,
down the stairs, through the hall, into the forest. Oh, to
get away, far away! He rushed along as if pursued by a
pack of hounds giving tongue.